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QUALITY 

NOW GIVES YOU 

BLACKHAWK 

DOLL MAN 

PLASTIC MAN 

CANDY 

and 

KID ETERNITY 

EVERY OTHER MONTH 

LOOK FOR THEM ON YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND 
ONLY 

10* 
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HENRV STANLEV,TH£ .//LEAVE HIM X A /"\ l/s 
FAMOUS AFRICAN ^-\ TO ME, KID / J \ v r^ \\( A 



"1 

WHB-EW.' 




Blow Guns are too Cumbersome 
to be effective at close 

RANGE .' 




NOT MUCH y'THANK VOU, MR.STANLiy.' 
FIGHT LEFT J I'VE LEARNED A LOT 
IN HIM _ A— FROM WATCHING 

YOU IN ACTION .' , 
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I've been exPECTme visitors /the 

RECENT INCIDENTS COULD NOT PASS 
UNNOTIC.ED .' THEV ARE SEEKING AN 
ANSWER TO WHAT HAPPENED TO THE 
BOEDER PATROLS WHO STUMBLED 
ON OUR SECRET AND WERE 
KltLED.' 
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A WHITB SOLDIER 








HE'S BEEN 


HIT/ 
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WE'LL NEED COVER M THEy OBEy COLONEL 
FOR THE RETREAT.' ^ ROGERS' ORDERS 
CLIMB THOSE TREES I J WITHOUT QUESTION 

. GIVE VOU A_«tf<V- 7 - SOMETHINS 1 

VANTAGE POINT jt&y { ABOUT HIM J 

INSPIRES ™ 

CONFIDENCE.' 



FOR SNIPI 




by B 
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E MOVES 
VE DECIDED 


-\: v > ^,::,i , 

/GREAT Xr 1 

>y WORK, t. 

iff COLONEL ] 
V ROGERS.' / ^. 



VOU DROVE OFf 
ATTACKERS.' TH 
TROOPERS WILL GET 
BACK TO THEIR HOME 
BASE SAFELY NOW.' 
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THE SABRE PIT.' 
FAVORITE PUNISHMENT 
OF MY OLD FRIEND, 
GENGHIS KHAN .'MOST 
EFFECTIVE ... AND 
MOST- FATAL 
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ONCE AND GET A JOB 
BUT REMEMBER, IT'S 
AGAINST MY BETTER 
JUDGEMENT.' .^^ 
NOBODY EVER ~*&~ 
SOT ANYWHERE )( 
BEING LEGIT: 



that's wonderful, 
highness .'It'll be a 
grand feeling not , 
to have to fret * 
—7 about the service 

s IN THOSE CHEAP 
C~7 JAILHOUSES 




HERE IT IS." WANTED: 

EDITOR OF WOMAN'S 

PAGE FOR ■BIS 

WEtVSPAPER .' 

THAT'S FOR / BUT 

HIGHNESS, 
YOU'VE NEVER 
PONE 
NYTHING 
KE THAT 
3EFORE-' 




GA200KS '. YOU TJONT V 
THINK I CAN GET A u 
JOB WHERE I CAN M 
USE ANY OF THE -£S§ 
ACTUAL EXPERIENCE^ 
I'VE NAD, 1X3 WU'/ 


^■S^ 1 


B^J^^l 








1? GUESS NOT/) 
|H. BUT THIS IS J 
1— f SORT OP \ 
/ STARTING AT J 
"\ THE TOP/y 
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A~-b the office of the T>aHy Carrion. ■-•■ 



WHERE'S MV DESK, 
PAL ? YOU'VE GOT 
YOURSELF AN EPITOR 
FOR THE 




- SO REMEMBER 
SIRlS .NEVER TAKE «N»- 
GUFF FROM 

SPEAK UP.' ASSSRT 
YOURSELVES.' STAND 
UP TO THEM AND SLUG 
THEM .' THEN WATCH 
THEIR ATTITUDES 
CHANGE .' SOT THAT. 
SILK ' 
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Once in the corridor , 
Larry grabs a telephone 
3n<3 calls "his paper 

I SWEAR IT'S TRUE, CHIEF. --^ 
IT'S FURty BAtfSKErr, THE 
LONG - LOST MOBSTER ALL 
AMERICA'S COPS HAVE BEEN 
HUNTING FOR YEARS .* I'LL 
BET HE PROPPED INTO THE 
PROSECUTOR'S OFFICE TO A 

GIVE HIMSELF OP.' better 

60 EXTRA — I'LL HANG 
AROUND AND SET WORE 
POPE / 
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THAT PAME THE REPORTER 
MENTIONED ... IT'S TUB 

PROSECUTING 





THEY'RE ^ 

GONE--- 
VAA//SWED/ 


n( HEY, OFFICER, 
) I KNOW WHERE 

VTHEY WENT--- 
•> TO MFff 

/ apaktment; 
i i'll guide 

i=-f YOU-- , 


f4'- 


i^SSr ^ 


s» SjO ' " 


ij^ 


5ff^ 
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YEAH, 
THEN HE 
FORCED ME 
TO IMPERSON- 
ATE HI/1 
SET UP ALOIS/ 
HE PLANNED 
TO FRAME ME 
INTO GOING TC 
PRISON INSTEAD 




SHE'S GOING OUT^ 


/OKAV.T GIVE UP.' 


ALL UIGHT • • • BUT 


AND THANKS, MISS 


WITH LARRy.THE J 


1—7 BATES, FOR VOUR 


f -ROMANTIC -^— S 


<-— -r HELP.' j— 


[ REPORTER .' ( 
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OH, I DON'T ^ 

KNOW, LATJUy A 

I'VE SEEN -« 

BEARDS 

ON THE 

&EARPEP 
LADY.' 
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THIS SORTAT'ING HASTO.BE PONE LEGALLY 
OL' (MAN .' I GOT A VERY GOOD FRIEND WHO 
MAS A LICENSE FOR THIS HATCHET BUSINESS 
SO, WITH YOUR PERMISSION, I'LL TAKE MISS 
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'T'HE cloud that Kid Eternity floated on was 
■*• was a very pink one. It was big and fleecy 
and it moved slowly with a gentle wind. Kid 
Eternity was at peace. 

On a slightly lower level, his old friend 
Mr. Keeper also reclined on a floating cloud. 
It was a cloud of slightly darker shade. Mr. 
Keeper lay quiet, sound asleep. His gentle snores 
reached Kid Eternity's ears. 

It was a pleasant afternoon, and the world 
seemed to be tranquil. 

"So I migh.t as well catch a few winks," 
said Kid Eternity to himself, and settled deep- 
er into his cozy position. 

Zip — zip-zip! 

"Hm," mused Kid Eternity. "Bees." 

"Hey, that was close!" 

Two more zips, and the Kid sat up, rubbing 
his eye«. A huge bird was flying just above him, 
its wings spread like those of a plane. Kid Eter- 
nity saw an arrow sticking in its feathers. The 
bird seemed to be having some trouble with one 

"Say," said the Kid, "someone is shooting 
at that condor!" 

He glanced down. They were floating above 
a small island, tree covered. On the beach 
'were a group of dark-skinned natives. All 
had bows and long spears. 



The condor t 

almost useless. 



Mr. Keeper snorted, grunted, turned over, 
and blinked one eye. "Huh?" he said. 

"Look down." The Kid pointed, "What island 
ts that?" 

Mr. Keeper looked down, rubbed his eyes, 
and then said, "Maybe I'm seeing things, Kid. 
There's not supposed to be an island down 
there, for a fact!" 

"But there is," said Kid Eternity. "I see 

Mr. Keeper looked puzzled. "But I tell you 
something's wrong. There's not supposed to be 
an island within a thousand miles of this 

"Maybe we're both crazy,'.' said the Kid. 
"Well, come on, let's go down and see what, 
it's all about." 

* The Kid got up, flexing his young muscles. 
He grinned at Mr. Keeper. 



"Well, if I must," sighed the 
He too crawled to his feet, grunting and mut- 

The Kid said, "Here we go!" and plunged 
over the cloud side. 

Skimming down through the clear air, he 
got a glimpse of Mr. Keeper floundering after 
him. He grinned to himself. Mr. Keeper didn't 
like to be bothered during his afternoon siestas. 
This would irk him no little. 

Kid Eternity landed on the sandy beach and 
gazed at a remnant of the natives. The con- 
dor had fluttered down somewhere in the in- 
terior, and most of the natives had gone in 
search of it. Only a few remained on the beach; 
they of course couldn't see the two celestial 
visitors in their present guise. 

"What do they look like, Keep?" asked the 
Kid. 



"But who are they?" demanded the Kid. 
"WJhat island is this?" 

Mr. Keeper shook his head. "That's what 
has me in a quandary. I don't recognize either 
the natives or the island. I don't know where 

The Kid nodded. "You mean it's one of those 
floating islands?" 

"Could be," 

Kid Eternity thought a moment. "Maybe I'd 
better become visible arid see wliat it's all 

Mr. Keeper was staring off across the water. 
Now he moistened one finger and held it up. 
"Fresh breeze," he said, "I have the sensation 
of floating — moving." 

"You said it was a floating island," the Kid 
reminded him. "So I suppose we're floating," 

"You don't understand," said Mr. , Keeper. 
"If this island is actually floating through the 
water, it's a good chance that the natives on it 

"I'll find out." Kid Eternity disappeared in- 
to the underbrush that came down to the 
beach. A hundred yards brought him to- a 
little clearing. There lay the huge condor. Or 
what tvas left of it. A group of natives were 
tearing it to pieces and eating the flesh raw. 

"So they are starving," he said to himself. 
*'I wonder if they have water." At that mo- 
ment one of the Polynesians rose and went 
to a tiny spring in the rocks. He dropped 
down on his knees and drank. 



"Yes, i'll become visible," said the Kid. 

''Eternity!" 

By saying the magic word, Kid Eternity in- 
stantly become a normal youth, plainly visible 
to all. He stood for a moment in the brush, 
watching the natives at their repast. It was re- 
volting in a way, but they were certainly 
hungry. When had they eaten last? Who were 
they? These were questions the Kid meant to 
find out. 

He strolled into view with his right hand 
raised in the universal gesture of • friendship. 

"Hi," he said. "I'm Kid Eternity!" 

The natives leaped to their feet, grabbing 
bows and spears. They jabbered and gesticu- 
lated. The Kid walked on, came right up to 
them, smiling. He pointed to the remains of the 
bird, then to his mouth. 

This they understood. One of them, the 
leader evidently, motioned for him to help 
himself. The Kid shook his head. He wished 
he could understand their jargon'. Then he 
thought of something;^ by merely willing it, 
he could call people out of the past. He would 
call a Polynesian now. He said, "Eternity!" 

There was a puff of smoke, and before the 
astonished eyes of the natives stood long-dead 
King Kamehameha of old Hawaii! 

The natives fell flat forward, calling to the 
revered king. He smiled and held out his hands. 
Then he turned to Kid Eternity. 

"I don't have to ask why you have called 
me, O Kid Eternity," he said. "The reason is 
plain." 



The ancient one shook his head sadly. "It is 
for the gods," he said. "I have but mortal 

These people have been cut off from their main 
island by a great storm. This is evidently a 
coral atoll, cast adrift by a mighty wind." ' 
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King Kamehameha nodded. "That is easy. 
They are of the island of Mot Mot, of the 
Sandwich group. I'd say this tiny floating 
island they are now on is about a thousand 
miles from its home island. These people — 
they look like a hunting party — are doomed 
because there is no food here." 

The Kid looked around. He saw Mr. Keeper 
standing at the edge of the bushes. He saw no 

"There is but one thing to do to save them," 
he told the king. "I must call upon the wind 
to send them drifting back to their homeland 
. . . you tell them, O King, of my plans." 

The old king relayed the message. Instantly 
the natives began smiling and nodding. 

Kid Eternity once again said the magic 
word. The king vanished. He looked at the 
natives. Their faces had fallen. Again the Kid 

And now a mighty whirl of wind centered 
in the clearing, twisting small bushes and even 
trees. Out of it stepped a giant figure — the 
North Wind! 

"Ho!" boomed the figure, "So Kid Eternity 
calls the North Wind! What do,, you wish to 
have blown into space, O Kid?" 

The Kid grinned. He knew the boastful 
North Wind well. He said, "I have only one 
wish, O Wind. I want this tiny isle gently 
blown back to its home island, far to the south. 
Gently I said! Will you do me this favor, O 
Wind — without any tricks?" 

The North Wind guffawed loudly; then he 
became serious as he faced the Kid. "You have 
done me one or two favors, Kid," he said. "I'll 
repay you. Yes, 1*11 use my gentlest breath to 
waft this little isle back to its home. Watch!" 

A soft wind began. The islet rocked 
slightly, then began moving. They were under 
way! Kid Eternity and Mr. Keeper smiled. 
"Come," said the Kid. 





LIKE IT, BOB 
A GENUINE 
ANTIQUE • I 
PICKED IT UP 
FOR A SONG,ANP 
IT'S GUARANTEED 
TO BE OVER TWO 
HUNDRED YEARS 
OLD.' 
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d*ual SO forth, until- 




WHAT DO WE CARE 



VES5IR — AND, "S, 
MA'AM - SO WE ' 
ERr-UH--WOULD 
LIKE TO GIVE VOU 
THIS LITTLE TOKEN 
OF OUR ESTEEM.' j\ 

A GENUINE •< 

ANTIQUE VASE. 
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f THE WAY U.S. X 


/listen... IF HE \ 




ROYAL IS KEEPING \ 


/ OPENED 'BR UP, \ 


Irs a 


PACE WITH US, YOU'D 


1 WED THINK WE 


NEVER THINK HE / 


V WERE.GOING 1. 




. WAS RIDING A / 
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ANO DEPUTY 


\ JET BIKE/ y 




U.S. ROYAL 
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BIKE TIRES 

ica's Fastest Sellinq Tires 
© 
UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPANY 

Servmq Thrpuqh Science 



I Will Show You How to 

Learn RADIO, 

I by Practicing in Spare Time 




KNOW WLhtom-m*gu&e®M, 

I WHI Train You at Home- SAMPLE LESSON FREE 



Do you want a g 



Lesson and my 64-page book, 
"How to Be a Success in RADIO 
—Television, Electronics," both 
FREE. See how I will train you 
at home— how you get practical 
Radio experience building, test- 
ing Radio 



quickly, easily you 



APPROVED FOR TRAINING UNDER Gl BILL 





For Fun 

and Food Energy.' 

r the crowd goes, whatever it does, de- 
s Butterfinger adds to the fun. Covered with 
rich chocolaty coating, honey-combed center of 
golden peanut butter and tasty caramel. Butter- 
finger— rich in dextrose— is marvelous any time. 
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Ahodfaimffj Baby Ruth i 
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Producers of Fine Foods 



